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7h TragedieofRpmeoandMet. 


Ihydnig* are qaicke. Thus withakiffcldie. 

Enter Frier with Lanthorne.CroWytml Spade. 
-Fri, St- Francis be my fpcedjhow oft to night 
t#fru#my old fees.fi umblcd at graues ? Who's there? 
j»§fe. Heir's onc > aFriend,& one thar knowes you well* 
$rk Bhfle be vpon you. Tell mc good my Friend 
What Torch is yond that vainely iends his lighr 
T<»grubs,aud eycletfe Seniles ?,As I difcerne, 
] i burnetii in thfe Ctpels Monument, 

Man. It doth To holy fir, 
And there's my Mafter,one that you loue. 
Fri. Who is it? 
M.an. P^omso. 

Fru How long hath he bin there? 
Full halfc an home. 

Fri. Go with mc to the Vault- 

Man. I dare not Sir. 
My Mafter inowes not but I am gone hence, 
And fearefully did menace me with death^ 
If I did flay to lookc on his entente 

prim Stay, then He go alone/e^res comes vpon mc* 

0 much I fcatefome ill vnlxjcfeie thing. 

Man. As I did fleepc vndcr this young tree here 

1 dreamt my maiftcr and another fought, 
And that my Mailierflcw him. 

Fri, Roma*. 
Alacke^hrekc, what blood is this which Haines 
The fton'y entrance of thisSepulcher ? 
What meane thefe MafterlcfFc^nd goarie Swords 
To lie difcoloufd by this place of peace ? 
Riffjw^,ohpale : who elfe?what Paris coo ? 
And fteept in blood 1 Ah what an ynkndhoure 
Is guiitie of this lamentable chance? 
The Lady frirs. 

O comfortable Frier, where's my Lord? 
I do remember well where 1 Pnouid b: : 
And there I am/where is my Romeo t 

fri, I hcarcfomcnoyfs Lady, come from that nc ft 
OfdeathiContagion^nd vnnac^rafti fleepc, 
A greater power then we can concmdicT: 
Hath thwarted our eutencs,comc ? comc away, 
Thy husband in thy bofomc there lies £cad : 
And Paw too:come lie difpok of thee, 
AmongaSifterhood of holy^Nunncs : 
Stay not to queftion/or the w itch is com wing, 
iCorne,go good ItdkiJL dare no longer fl ay. Exit. 

InL Go get thee herice,forl will notua way f 
What's here? Acup clos'd in my true laics hand? 
Poyfon I fee hath bin his tlmelVfTeend 
O churle^drinkeallPand left no friendly drop, 
a To helpeme afte^I will ki fie thy lips,, 
'Happlie fonic po yfon yet doth hang on them, 
To make' mc die wthareftoratiue. 
Thy iipsare w^rme. 

Enter Boy and W$tch , 

jfjatch* Lead Boy,whkh way f 
M. x t ca noifc? 
Then ile b e brjefe* Q happy Dagger. 
'Tisin thy fhe^ihjthereiLift.andletme die Kils herfelfe. 

'Soy. This js the place. 
There where tftcTorch tio'th burne 

Watch. The ground li bloody, 
Search .about. the Churchyard. 
Go Ibmc of ybu,who ere you find attach, 
Pittiftijl figb^here lies the Couruic flaine, 
And lulieil blcedingjwarmc and newly dead 


Who herehathUine theft two rfayes buried ""^ 
Go tell the Prince,™ not (q tfec Cablets } 
Raifc vp the Mount ag&esjomc others /catch 
We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do /ye 
But the true ground of all the fe piteous woes ' 
Wc cannot without circumftance tfefcry. „ * 
Enter Rotoeo\m*n« 

Watch, Here's Romeo* rmm y . 
We found him in the Churchyard, 

Con. Hold bim in fafcty, till thcPrmce come hir 
Enter Frier ,an d another Watchwm. 

(Wif . Here is a Frier that trembles,fighcs and wp 
We tooke this Mattockc and this Spade from him 
As he was comroing from this Church-yard fide ? 

Con, A great fufpition^ftay the Frier tooj* 1 
Enter the Prime. 

Vrin* What mifaduenture is fo earely vp a 
That calls our perfon from our mornings reft? 

Enter Capulet and hi: Wtfe. 

Cap. What fiiould it be that they fo fKrilcc abroad? 

Wife* O the people in the ftrcete crie Rome*. 
Some Iuliet } md fome Paru^ind all runne 
Wi .h open outcry toward out Monument. 

PrL Whatfeare is this which ftardes itryour eares ? 

tffaU Soueraigne s here lies the Countie PW'flaiiie 
And Romeo dead,and luliet dead before, 
Warrnc and new kil*d # 

Prix. Search, 
Secke,and know how 9 this foule murder comes. 

fPdt. Here is aFrier,and Slaughter'd jK^wman, 
With Inflruments vpon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens Tombes. 

Cap. O heauen ! 
O wife lookc how our Daughter bleedes i 
This Dagger hath mittaine.for loehis houfe 
Is empty on the backc of Aio^ntague^ 
Audh mijfbeatbcd in my Dsughtersboforne* j 

Wife* O me^his fight of death^s as a Bell • 
That watliesTmy old age to aScpulcher, 
Enter Memtague. 

Pri, Come ^W!?«^f^«tf,for thou art earlyvp. . ^ 
To fee thy Sonne and H eire no w early downe. 

Moun. Alas my liege.my wife is dead tonight, 
Griefcof my Sonnes cxilt- ha ih ftopt her breath; 
W i at further woe confpires againft my age ? 

Prin Lookctand thou flialt fee.. . 

Momt. O thou vncaught, what manners in is this, 
To preffe before thy Father to a grauc ? 

P> w* Scale vp the mouth of outra ge for a while, 
Till we cat>cleare thefe ambiguities, 
And know their fpriiig,their bead.their true defcent, 
And then will I be generall of your woes, 
And lead you euen to deathPmeane time forbeare, 
And let mifclmocebe flaueto patience, 
Bring forth the parties oiXafpitiew. 

Fri* I am the greateft.able to doe leaft, 
Yet moft fufpefled as the time and place 
Doth make againft me of this direful further > 
And hecre I ttand both to impeach and pargff 
My fclfe cond.emned,and my -fel-fe e*CU* f <k , , . ? 

Prin. Then fay at once,whati thou do/Knowm mist 
Fri, Iwillbebriefe^ormy^orrd^6ofbreath 

Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 
Romeo there dead,was husband to that Mm, <- 
And flic there dcid^hat'* Jfr«w faithfuftwfes t . 
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r^Sdrtwm! and their ftoine marnage day 
J S ! rrWfJ Doomefday : whofc vntimely death 

fli d the new-made Bridegroome from this ^me ; 
f Iwhoai (and not for Tfalt) /^V^pinde* 

to redone that fiege ofGreefe trom her, 
J^h*d*and would haue married her pertorce 
t C<MW* P *™' Then comes flie to me, 
I d (with wilde lookes) bid me deiuie feme aieanes 
Srid her from this fecond Marriage 
Sittny Cell there would (he kill her idfc. 
;L fiiue I her (fo Tat ort by my Art) 
1 fteefing Potion, wh:eh [o tooke egca 
uTiDtended, for it wrought on her 
{beforme of dcaih. Meane time, I writ to ^meo > 
rbathc Oiould hither come, as this dyrc night, 
f 0 helpe to take her from her borrowed graue P 
jj e!11 g the time the Potions force fbould ceafe- 
jgc be which bcic my Letter,Fricr/^ a 
^jjftay'd by accident ; and ycfter night 
jetartfd my Letter back e. Then all alone, 
^ die prefixed hotire of her wakings 
Came I to take her from her XindtcdsTauk s 
Meaning to keepc her clofcly at my Cell, 
Jill Iconuenicntly could fend zoRorxea* 
giitvyhen I came(fomc t;linutc ere the daie 
Ofher awaking) hecrc vntimely lay 
XheNcblc P^ru y and true Romeo dead, 
gfee wakes, and I intreatcd her come foorth, 
jlnd bear e this wqrke of Kcau en, with patience; 
But then, a noyfe did fcarre me from tic Tombc* 
And (he (too dtfperate) v^-ould nor go wi t h u,e, 
Bu;(asitfeemcs) did violence on her fclfc. 
All [hi*Iknow 3 and to the Marriage herNurfcis piiuy : 
And ffought in this mifVartied by my fault, 
Ut rpy old life be facrific^forae houre before the timej 
Vntothe rigour of fctiercft Law. 

grin. We ftill hau^knowne thee for a Ho!y mano 
Ware's l^metfi man ? What can he fay to this ? 

T>sj* I brought my Maficr netves of Ittitets deaths 


And then in pofte he came from M*ntm 
To this fanicpUce, to this fame Monument- 
This Letter he early bid me giue his Father, 
And threatned me with death, going in the Vault, 
If I departed ttOC>and left him there. 

Frin m Gitieme the Letter J will bofc on it* 
Where is the Counties Page that rais'd the Watch ? 
Sirra, what made y our M after in this place ? 

Pdgt.Ht came with fiowres toftrcw his Ladies grstie F 
And bid me ft and aloofc, and fo I did : 
Anon comes one wuh light to ope the Tombe, 
And by and by my Maiftcr drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the Watch, 

Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courfe of Loue, the tydings of her death ; 
And heere he writei, that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poorePothecaric,and therewithall 
Came t^this Vault to dye ? and lye with Mien 
Where be thefe Enemies f Captdeft MonntagMe p 
See what a fcourge is laidevpon your hate, 
That Heauen finds meanes to kill your ioyes with Loue j 
And I 3 for winking at your difcords too, 
HaucloRabracc of Kinfmen : All are pnnifii'd- 

Cap* O Brother Ttiountague^ giueme thy hind, 
This is my Daughters ioynture, for no more 
Can I demand* 

Tdom. But I can gkie thee mote : 
For 1 will rsife her Statue in pure Gold f 
That whiles Verona by that name is knowne^ 
There frail no figure ?s that Rate be fct, 
As that ofTrue snd Fattlifull l^lkt w 

Cap, As rich fhall Romeahy his Lady ly, 
Poore facr ifi ces of our enmity- 

Prh. A glooming pe^cc this morning with k bdng^, 
The Sunne for forrow will not {hew his hesd | 
Go hence, to haue more t^tkeof cbefe fad thing*, 
Some fhallbe pardon \\, and fome puniflbedt 
For neuer was a Storic of more Wo, 
Then this of Inliet^ and her Remeo* Exeunt emms 

Mg 


FINIS. 
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